





The Tragedie 

H«/l. His Grace lookes cheerfully and (booth to day 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him vveh. 
fPhzn he doth bid good morrow with fuch a Ipirit, 

I ihinke there is neuer a man in ChriBendome, 

That can lefTer hide his louc or hate then he.* 

For by his face Braight /had you know his heart. 

Dar, What of his heart percciue you in his face, 

By any likelihood lie /hewed to day i 
■ Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended, 

For it he were, he would hatie ihewen it in his face. 

"Dar. I pray God he be not, 1 fav. 

Enter (ft /after, 

9 /o ' J P^y you all, what do they deferue 

That do confpire my death.with diuellilh plots, 

Of damned witchcraff,and thatduue preuaild 

Vpon, my body, with their hellifh charmcs ? 

Haft. The tender loue/heareyour Grace ray Lord 
Makes me mofbforward in this nobkprefence ’ 
To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be;* 

/fay my Lord they haue deferued dea th. 

G/o, Then be your eyes ihevvitnefl'cofthis ill. 

See how /am bewitclit, behold minearmc 
2s like a blaBed fapling with ered vp, 

Tiiis is that Edwards wife, that mouBrous witch 

Confortcd with that harlotffrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus hauc marked me 

l aUC n° nC ^« th, ‘nginy gracious Lord; 
C/e. If, tlipu picuTforof tms damned ffrumpet, 

7eIB thou ir,cofiBes?thou arta traitor. * f 
Off with his head.Novv by i’aint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntill /fee the fame, /omc fee it done* 

7^^thatl^eme,comeandglov; me-. Exeunt menu. 

ForTma°/ °/° rt , ng L Jnd,not 3 wl)Itfor me tCa.mtJbHaft. 
ror ] roorond mtghthauepreucnted thjs.v; - • 

Statdcy did dreame the boare did race h is helm* 

But / difc!aind,and did fcorne to fb>, 

llTnlTJ 0 t y u y , fo< ? tCf !oth horfe did 

A nd f far tle-d when he lookt vpon the Tower, 


of Richard thethird. 

As loth tobeare me to the flaughter-hotifc. 

Oh now I want the PrieB that fpake to me, 

I now repent / told the Purfiuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pcmfret bloodily were butchered, 

And I my felfefecnrein grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margarefjnow thy heauie curfe 
]s lkhtcdon poorc Haftings wretched head. 

Cat, Difpatch my Lo. the Duke would be at dinner : 
Make* a fhort thrift, he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary Bate ofworldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the grace of heauen: 
Who buildsihis hopes in aier ofyour faire lookc^ 

Jjues like drunken Say lers on a maB, 

Ready with euety nod to tumble downe 
7nto the fatal! bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke, bcare him my head, 
T'heyfmileatme,that/hortly fhallbe dead. Exeunt. 

Eater Duke ofGlofter and ‘Buckingham in armor. 

G(«, Come coufin,canft thou quake & change thy colour 
Murtherthy breath in middleofa word, 

And then begin againe.and Bop againe. 

As if thou wert diBraught and mad with terror, 

Buc, Tutfeare notme. 

/can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookebacke,and prieon eucry fidei 
Intending decre fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforced frriilcs, 

And both are readme in their offices 

To grace my ftratagems. Enter CHaior, 

<ftl, Here com.es the Maior. 

Lctmealonetoentertainehim, L, Maior. 
Looketo the drawbridge there, 

7lie rcafon we liauc Cent for you, 

Catesby ouerlooke the walks. 

Harke /heare a drumme, 

Looke backc, defend thee, here are enemi. s. s 
Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs, 

Ch. 0,0, be quicj.it is " 
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